tune all the way. (His usual working hours were from
three to eight a.in.)

"One afternoon about a week later Jaeobi came into
the club, Tve been working hard,' he said, 'so I'm taking
a day off to rest up.' 1 le sat down to Idbir/, on M,, who was
playing cards with a newspaperman. They greeted one
another. M. went right on with the game, but after a few
minutes he began quite idly humming to himself, as he
fingered his cards, the wait1/, he had heard that night,

"Jaeobi had just picked up a cup of coffee; the cup
halted in mid-air. Then he put it down gingerly on the
table before him without drinking, I, le spoke not a word.

"After a while, still playing cards, M. began humming
the waltz again, very softly, Jaeobi, the politest and most
unassuming of men, whispered to M.: *You don't mind if
I disturb your game by asking a question?1

" 'Not at all,' said M., intently studying his hand and
finally playing a card,

"Jaeobi whispered shyly in M's ear, 'What was that
tune you were just humming?*

" 'The u. ie?' said M,, absorbed in studying his hand,
'Oh, it's a waif/, from some French operetta I heard in
Paris, It's been very popular there.'

"Jaeobi turned white. 'Who wrote it?' he whispered
hoarsely, almost inaudibly,

" 'I don't know,' said M,, busying himself with his
cards. 'It might have been Audran, or Lecocq, or Plan-
quette, or Herv6 .,. possibly Christine ... I don't: really
remember. All I know is it was a hit in Paris,'

"Jaeobi got up, went out, had a long telephone con-
versation, and came back, lie sat down beside M. again.

260t. He signaled to the cabman, and
